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	Colored Connections

_**Some notes before we begin:**_

_**Rated M mostly for profanity. Mainly Hux-centric, but builds on Hux and Kylo's relationship.**_

_**Please check the end for more notes. Thanks!**_

* * *

><p>COLORED CONNECTIONS.<p>

* * *

><p>CHAPTER ONE:<p>

the introduction

* * *

><p>Hux wasn't completely human.<p>

Frankly, he had no idea what he was, because there were no records in any archive for what was happening to him. And he would be lying if he said it wasn't bothering him - it would be a shame if it turned out he was insane.

* * *

><p>Hux could see things. Things that other people couldn't see or possibly even begin to understand.<p>

(He had trouble understanding it himself on occasion, which he found left him deeply unsettled. Hux had had an urge to understand everything around him from a ripe young age - he was so used to knowing things that not knowing something gave him a headache.)

When people met, they left a certain trail behind. They appeared as strings to Hux. The colors symbolized the type of relationship while the width of the rope declared how strong the bond was.

When he was young and naïve, Hux's favorite part was how many colors there were.

A deep, strong orange for respect.

A vivid yellow-green for envy.

A pearly, incandescent blue for kinship.

A burning red for lust.

A purple almost as black as night for hate.

Some people had multiple threads of varying thicknesses between them as testaments to the ups-and-downs of their relationship. Ocean-blue entwined with rosy-pinks and muddy-greys. Bright-oranges fraying along a braid of gold, midnight-blue, and inky-black.

He couldn't stand them. (And he was forever grateful that he couldn't see his own.)

Hux had spent years poring over the tomes in the First Order's library, to no avail. He found neither explanation nor cure for his affliction (whatever it was). It was frustrating, to say the least, and had led to sleepless nights, dizzying days, and a 'generally waspish attitude' (if his bunkmates were anything to go by).

The 'generally waspish attitude' wasn't just from a lack of rest, though. The colored lines were disturbing to him during the first few years. They'd shoot out of nowhere whenever someone entered a room - occasionally through him, which would send an awful chill up his spine. Hux didn't really want to see them, anyway. He knew the lines' advantages, but to be able to see his allies'/coworkers'/underlings' (?) feelings so easily disgusted him.

(_For example:_

_Polor hated Phasma even though Phasma held respect for the younger woman (was it because she dared to hate the captain?;_

_Daxin was lusting after Thanisson even though Thanisson had barely hair-width connection to him (such petty little minds);_

_and the list went on._)

Sometimes he wanted to gouge out his own eyeballs. He hated his 'ability' that much. For once he'd seen their relationships he could no longer remain unattached. He understood them too well. These people were no longer pawns, but beings with lives and futures and emotions.

Hux was like them. They were like him.

For all his intellect, preparedness, status - he was as vulnerable a man as they.

If he could function with his eyes closed forever, he would.

* * *

><p>Hux realized that he wasn't entirely human on the morning of his seventh birthday.<p>

He remembered that morning with vivid clarity. He'd awoken early that morning because he'd been too thrilled with nerves to sleep, and was enraptured by the lilac sky that looked cool and peaceful and sweet. Of course, then, his seven-year-old brain had thought merely "pretty".

Looking back, the colored sky had been something of a cruel joke.

Hux had crept down the stairs on the tips of his toes and slipped out the door in the most unassuming clothes he'd had (for all his naïvety, he, at least, had a small sense of preservation). He had been especially quiet so that his father would not awaken and demand he return inside.

It was early enough, he'd noted, that the waifs were scavenging the streets but his father was not yet ready to awake. So, being now at the ripe age of seven, Hux decided that it would be a good idea to wander the streets on his own - something Brendol Hux had never permitted.

While he'd found the quiet city and soft purple sky to be fascinating (there were so many sights and smells and sounds), there was something more in how simply still it was. Peace and calm were hard to come by after the collapse of the Empire.

And then he'd nearly fallen flat on his face at the sound of metal clattering on the cold, stone pavement - followed immediately by the screaming and shrieking of an alarm bell.

Hux's quick gaze had darted about the streets for the source of the disturbance until it'd settled upon a young boy in a dark alley. The orphan waif had dropped his ancient clock on the ground, wincing and muttering hasty apologies. But it was too late - all the other boys who had taken shelter in the small alley were awakened because of his clumsiness, and they were quite upset about it if their darkening faces and fierce snarls were anything to go by.

An older boy had grabbed his ear, ignoring the smaller boy's cries, and shoved him into the dusty white-cement wall before socking him in the stomach. Nearly everyone else had jeered, slapping the dusty ground and cackling threats.

Hux had felt the frenzied atmosphere that was as exciting as it was addictive, had himself locked eyes with the boy, his mouth ready to spread into a smirk, when suddenly -

Time had seemed to slow down.

Hux'd stretched his hand out in panic, his eyes widening (in horror? or terror? or curiosity? it was a blur) as his limb passed sluggishly through the air as if it were molasses. Even his blink had been comically slow.

His thoughts were soon interrupted by a single thread of murky grey shooting across the alley, twisting through the air until it latched onto him.

Hux remembered staring down at the thread, mind blank, until time sped up again and the little boy was shoved into a wall and was screaming 'I hate you all - just leave me alone - you creeps'.

He'd looked around in confusion at a cacophony of colors - dirty, unpleasant off-white strings coiling themselves around the older boy and his roaring companions. The strings had been coming from the little boy, who'd received in turn sickly yellows of mutual disgust.

Hux had instantly felt nausea broil in his stomach and creep its way up his throat. Luckily, he'd hurdled himself out of view of the alley before emptying his stomach.

(He couldn't help but notice that his stomach's contents were as sickening as the string that'd threatened to consume him.)

* * *

><p>Even now, Hux didn't understand how he recognized the colors. He could sense the emotions they were displaying, and that was that. No explanation for what was happening and why it was happening to him.<p>

* * *

><p>Hux was registered at birth as humanoid, but he was pretty sure no one had conducted a thorough test on him. Otherwise, they'd have noticed that there was something wrong with him because surely there was some tell-tale sign that he wasn't a normal human.<p>

(He couldn't find anything about other species with this particular sense; that gave him a headache, too.)

As a child, he'd been worried. He was unnatural. Different. Defected. Strange.

He had felt so lost, especially on that first morning. If he'd told his his father, he'd be suspected of lying - who would believe such a strange tale? Colored lines attaching people to one another?

He wouldn't be just a liar, but a lunatic as well. And Brendol Hux would not tolerate having a lunatic for a son.

So Hux decided not to tell him. At first, it was like a treasured secret. It was like having a whole world to his own, one filled with more color than he'd seen in his entire life.

But secrets all too frequently became burdens. It weighed on him for years and years. He couldn't talk to anyone about it. He feared for his sanity. He couldn't sleep well anymore (is that really what they think of me? is this all a hallucination? how can I wake up from this dream?).

Finally, Hux had reached an old enough age for him to be sent to the Academy. He'd liked it there.

(He still couldn't sleep, but that left more time for studying.)

Firstly, because Hux no longer had to skirt about his father when he asked why he 'stared off like that'. (His father could not see the rainbow that held them together in the reflection off his blue eyes, but that was alright. Hux was sure they wouldn't have understood, anyway.)

Secondly, because he'd been very good at it. His teachers would smile coldly and thinly and admit,

_Yes, he's an exceptionally skilled writer and reader._

_He's much better than the other children._

_He exceeds all expectations._

_You should be proud, Mr. Hux._

The teachers would reach out to him in maroon-tinged disbelief. The children would lash out at him with ropes of yellow-green envy.

And soon later, as the years passed and the strings ceased to worry him, Hux'd found that he relished his isolation.

* * *

><p>By the time Hux fell deeply in with the First Order, he had mastered his strange ability. He used it to manipulate his commanding officers, turning their so-proclaimed alliances and rivalries against them until he rose to the top.<p>

(Or pretty close to there, anyway.)

* * *

><p><strong>Hello! I originally posted this on AO3 under the pen-name metropolitanlights. But I'd really like to improve as a writer - so I thought, why not post to FFnet as well and see what happens? And here we are. :)<strong>

**Thanks for reading part 1/6! I hope you enjoyed! Please let me know what you thought in a review - questions? concerns? critiques? :)**

**- ImaginaryParchment,  
>aka metropolitanlights<strong>


End file.
